"A"                                                INDIAN
"Regret what?" I asked. "The boy's filthy habits
or ... or ... his dismissal?"
"Ah, Mr. Principal, how you delight to teasel
You have a stern humour, Mr. Charles . . . Come,
come . . . We will let it be: it does not matter
much."
"Very well," I said, "it does not matter, much."
I do not think that I have often been so near to
tears as I was when I got back to my cool office with
the punka drifting its sigh over my head. That
punka, stirring the dirty air ... What else do any
of us do?
What right had I to keep the College clean, for-
sooth? This College is for Indians. Half its income
is government money, half is from public subscrip-
tion, endowment, fees, Indian money. But all of it
Indian money. We have founded an institution for
Indians, which Indians frequent and support. They
want to learn English literature. I don't know
why . . . They don't know why . . . Nobody
knows why. They want to call themselves B.A., or,
failing that, jB.^4., Plucked,, which seems almost as
good. (Where did they get the word "plucked"?)
They want to become vakhils* Talk, talk, talk.
^ *A vakhil is literally a "pleader," i.e., an Indian lawyer. The familiar
distinction between the solicitor and the barrister is less clearly defined in
practice in the Indian Courts.
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